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Yet grief deserves a nobler name:
She spurs an imitative will;
Tis shame to fail so far, and still My failing shall be less my shame:
Considering what mine eyes have seen, And all the sweetness which thou wast In thy beginnings in the past,
And all the strength thou wouldst have been:
A master mind with master minds,
An orb repulsive of all hate,
A will concentric with all fate, A life four-square to all the winds.
The  Victor Hours (originally No. cxxvu.). (Unpublished.}
Are those the far-famed Victor Hours That ride to death the griefs of men? I fear not; if I fear'd them, then
Is this blind flight the winged Powers.
Behold, ye cannot bring but good, And see, ye dare not touch the truth, Nor Sorrow beauteous in her youth,
Nor Love that holds a constant rnood.
Ye must be wiser than your looks, Or wise yourselves, or wisdom-led, Else this wild whisper round my head
Were idler than a flight of rooks.
Go forward! crumble down a throne, Dissolve a world, condense a star, Unsocket all the joints of war,
And fuse the peoples into one.